Gusiave Flaubert Letters

of our weakness against the eternal order. Has death perhaps
no more secrets to reveal to us than life has ?

What a year of evil! I feel as if I were lost in the desert,
and I assure you, dear master, that I am brave, however, and
that I am making prodigious efforts to be stoical. But my poor
brain is enfeebled at moments. I need only one thing (and that
is not given me), it is to have some kind of enthusiasm!

Your last letter but one was very sad. You also, heroic
being, you feel worn out! What then will become of us!

I have just reread the conversations between Goethe and
Eckermann. There was a man, that Goethe! But then he had
everything on his side, that man.

CLXIX.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 29 June, 1870

Our letters are always crossing, and I have now the feeling
that if I write to you in the evening I shall receive a letter from
you the next morning; we could say to each other:

"You appeared to me in my sleep, looking a little sad.n
What preoccupies me most about poor Jules' (de Goncourt)
death, is the survivor. I am sure that the dead are well off,
that perhaps they are resting before living again, and that in
all cases they fall back into the crucible so as to reappear
with what good they previously had and more besides. Barbes
only suffered all his life. There he is now, sleeping deeply.
Soon he will awaken; but we, poor beasts of survivors, we see
them no longer. A little while before he died, Duveyrier, who
seemed to have recovered, said to me: "Which one of us will
go first ?" We were exactly the same age. He complained that
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